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Ireland. Bradlaugh was already speaking when I arrived, and I
remember, as clearly as though it were only yesterday, the immediate
and compelling impression made upon me by that extraordinary
man. The impact of his personality reached me just at the moment
when I was ready to respond to any plausible call to service, and my
capitulation to his resounding appeal was immediate and enduring.
I have never been so influenced by a human personality as I was by
Charles Bradlaugh. The commanding strength, the massive head,
the imposing stature, and the ringing eloquence of the man fas-
cinated me, and from that hour until the day of his death, ten years
later, I was one of the humblest but most devoted of his followers.
That does not mean, however, that I uncritically accepted all his
opinions. On the contrary, there were both in his social and his
metaphysical teaching barriers that I could not cross; but I had an
unclouded belief in his sincerity and capacity, and in his absolute
devotion to the truth. I was then an impressionable and inex-
perienced youth, with very little education, and I might quite easily
have mistaken vehemence for character, and oratorical thunder for
wisdom. I know now that my instinct was quite right. I knew
Bradlaugh more intimately as I grew older, and my devotion to
him increased with my experience. My judgment as to the intel-
lectual and literary quality of his speeches was, in all probability,
quite valueless; but that he was built on a bigger plan than any
other man that I had ever met, I had not the least doubt—nor have
I to this day. Taking him all in all—as man, as orator, as leader
of unpopular causes, and as an incorruptible public figure, he was
the most imposing human being that I have ever known, and I do
not expect to look upon his like again. His energy on the platform
was cyclonic, and his power to sway the emotions of a great audience
had to be witnessed to be understood. There was nothing quite
like it during that generation. I have seen strong men, under the
storm of his passion, rise from their seats, and sometimes weep
with emotion. Like a prodigal he threw away with both hands
the energies of a precious life, and he died, exhausted, at the early
age of fifty-seven. Fierce as a lion when angered by insult or
injustice, he was as emotional as a child when touched by an
unexpected kindness. He chose as the motto of his life the word
'Thorough,' and to his friends he came as near to realizing his own
declared idea of what a man should be as it is given to but few men
to achieve. It is now forty-five years since he died, but I hold his
memory as one of my great possessions. 'He was/ as Augustine

